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which to pick his Secretary of State. As to the effect on our own
fortunes, of course I haven't the slightest idea and probably shall
not have until March 4 because, while there will be all sorts of cogita-
tions and predictions in the press (one Japanese correspondent in
New York has already cabled that the Dean of the School of Journalism
of the University of Missouri, Dr. David Williams, will probably be
.appointed Ambassador to Japan), they will all be guesswork and
nothing else. Naturally I should like to see this job through but
shall count no chickens until they are hatched.
The Japanese press is unanimously pleased with the election result,
first because they foresee a tariff policy more favourable for them,
and second because it means the passing of Mr. Stimson, whom they
consider personally responsible for most of their troubles with the
world over Manchuria. It is significant that even the Japanese
servants—Parsons* maid and Johnson's chauffeur—were in high
glee at the news and both said, " No more Stimson." Few of them
realize that the American people as a whole are solidly behind the
administration in its attitude towards the peace treaties and not a bit
inclined to sympathize with Japan.
DINNER A LA JAPONAISE
November 25, 1932.   Kyoto
To-night we have another great treat—how many treats seem to
come our way in Japan, for life has much to offer here. We dined
entirely d la japonaise in the lovely home of the Osawas. The father
is a business man, representative in Kyoto of General Motors and
President of the Kyoto Chamber of Commerce, but of an old samurai
family ; one of the sons, the one who looked after us when we arrived,
is a graduate of Princeton, and his wife is very lovely. The mother,
another daughter, and another son were present at the dinner, as
well as our entire party and Mr. Takino. I wonder if I can describe
the dinner—^difficult to do because the beauty and gracefulness of it
all must be experienced to be appreciated.
We enter the house, leaving our shoes at the door, and are greeted
by the family, all but the sons in Japanese dress, the young women
in gaily coloured kimonos. After a few minutes of general conversa-
tion the host leads the way to the ceremonial tea-room where we
kneel or sit, each on a cushion, along the walls. The room is built
of the usual square-latticed screens and spotless straw matting, not
a single piece of furniture marring its perfect simplicity. There is,
however, customarily one object of art, either a kakemono or a flower
arrangement, which the guests are supposed to admire in order to
get into the proper frame of mind for the ceremony. At one corner
a hot-water urn is sunk in the floor, reposing on charcoal which of
course is invisible. The daughter of the house comes to the entrance,
prostrates herself, and then, assisted by her sister-in-law, brings one
by one the articles for the ceremony—a wooden stand, a light wooden

